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its earthen tomb, when Christ rises from the dead, having overcome darkness
and death. In the alleyways of Zamoskvorochyc people pick their way to
church past heaps of snow awaiting collection- They listen carefully to catch
the warning sounds of the distant hum of enemy planes, of far-off anti-aircraft
fire. Then, during the alert they will stand for hours at their posts in attics, on
roofs, at shelter entrances, at their garden gates. They walk along remembering
every obstacle, every pot-hole, for one can hardly make out the nearest wall or
turn in the street. Many of them would find it more comfortable to spend the
night at home without the worry of this long walk, paying attention to every
step. But it is nearly midnight, and at midnight the Easter choirs will burst
forth in the churches. Moscow choirs have been famous since ancient times,
and the Easter canticles gave birlh to those national songs which were sung by
our forefathers in the far-off days of the battles on the Ice and at Kulikovo.
With such songs they went into battle and with such songs they returned home
victorious. And had there not been these victories Russia would not have
remained safe and inviolate, would not have been so vast and free. Our native
songs led the way to battle and in battle helped us to conquer. But the themes
of the national songs have lived and changed in the course of ages, and only the
church choirs and Orthodox Church music have preserved their ancient forms.
. However, the church is lighted inside. The ikon lamps sparkle .with blue
and crimson stars, the severe faces of patriots and warriors look down sternly
from their gilt and carven eminence. In a rough black mantle with a book in
his hands towers Sergius of Radonezh, who blessed the army of Dimilry of the
Don, inspirer of the fidit for Russian soil; Alexander Nevsky stands with a
sword at his side; in gold-woven vestments is the Metropolitan Alexis, who sent
the Moscow princes on their victorious campaigns. The Orthodox Church
respects their memory: they are the favourite figures of the Russian people.
In the semi-darkness the large carved ikon stand rises under the arches.
The loving hands of talented carvers cut from obedient wood the twisted
columns, ingenious capitals half covered with clusters of grapes and leaves.
The Russians have had a love for wood-carving from time immemorial, our
land has been rich in forests since olden times and the people are used to creating
with their chisels charming and delicate ornaments, designs of the lightest type,
whimsical, complex, joyous. Russian national art found wide scope here and,
pushed aside by contemporary architecture, has hidden and preserved itself in
church decoration. And not in vain, for, despite the darkness, all around are
to be seen joyful and delicate colours; this is an art of our joyous and fine
people, our courageous and warlike people.
On this wartime Easter eve the church is so crowded that it is impossible to
push one's way forward. The early morning service has not yet begun, and
late-comers akeady cannot bring their candles and light them themselves before
the images to which their hearts are drawn. From the church porch, from the
little counter where candles are sold, late-comers ask that their candles be
handed on, and they pass from row to row with the requests of the faithful :
"Light one to the Resurrection and the other to Alexander Nevsky." "One to
the Resurrection, one to Prince Vladimir and one to Olga."
It was a thousand years ago that Vladimir led his armsd force in the cam-
paigns against the Polovtsy defending Russian soil like an impenetrable rampart
against the rapacious nomads; and this Olga of Kiev took such a revenge on the
Drevlyani for the death of her husband Igor that the Drevlyani kingdom dis-
appeared from the face of the earth for ever- The same Olga built schools in